by it! It has sounded even across the waters of the
sea and over the forests of Yildiz; and Armenians
have been slain by thousands while Europe looked
on. And perhaps in our day, and after we arc gone,
old Stamboul will command from its seven hills and
will be horribly obeyed.

I shall always remember, among many less fa-
mous buildings, the small mosque of Rustem Pasha
near the Egyptian Bazaar, with its beautiful arcade
and its strangely confused interior, full of loveliness
and bad taste, of atrocious modern painting and
oleographic horrors, mingled with exquisite marble
and perfect tiles. The wall of the arcade gleams
with lustrous faience, purple and red,, azure and
milk-white, and with patterns of great flowers with
green centers and turquoise leaves. I recall, too, the
Mosaic Mosque, once the church of the monastery of
the Chora, which stands on a hill from which Stam-
boul looks like a beautiful village embowered in
green, cheerful and gaily fascinating. The church
is ugly outside, yellow and lead-colored, with a
white plaster minaret, and it is surrounded by
wooden shanties like booths. But its mosaics are
very interesting and beautiful, and its chief muezzin,
Mustafa Effendi, is a delight in his long golden robe
and his yellow turban.

Mustafa Effendi was born near Brusa in Asia
Minor, but for forty-two years he has held the office
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